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The Tr ig edy of Haml et 
T ct him goe Gertrard, do not feare our perfon. 

There’s fiich diuimty doth hedge a King, 

That treafon cannot peepe to what it would, 

A6l’s little ofhis will, tell me L antes 

Why thou art thus incenft, let him goe Gertrard, 

Speakc man. 

L^tet, Where is my father ! 

King. Dead, 

Quee. 13ut not by him. 

King. Let himdeimund his fill. 

L aer. How came he dead? Jlenotbeiugled with 
T o hell alegiance, vowes to the blacked diucll, 

Confcicnce and grace, totheprofoundeftpic 
I dare damnation, to this poynt I Hand, 

That both the worlds I^iue to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely I le be reuengd 
Mod throughly for my father. 

• King . Who fliall day you ? 

Laer. My will, hot all the worlds : 

And formymeanes He husband them fo well. 

The fliall goe farre with little. 

King. Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certainty 
Of your deete father, I’d writ in your reuenge. 

That foope-dake, you will draw both friend and foe 
Winnerand loofer. 

L aer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will y ou know them then ? 

L aer. To his good friends chus wide Tie opc my arm ss. 
And like the kind life-ienderiog Pelican, 

Repad them with my blood. 

King • Why now you Ipeake 
' Like a good child and a true Gentleman. 

That I am gutltleff; of your fathers death, 

And am mod lenciblein grtefe for it, 

It fha'l as Icuell to your iudgement pcarc 
As day dooes to your eye. A ntj/fe mthtn. 

Enter Ophelia, 

Laer. Let her come in. 

Hoyv no w what noyfc is that ?’ 
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Ffince ofDemnarke. 

0 heate, dry vp my brames, tear csfea uen times fait 
Burnc out the fence and vertue of mine eye. 

Byheauen thy madnesfhall bepayd with weight 
Tillourfcale turnethe bcame. ORolcofMay, 

Deere mayd,kind fitter, fweet Ophelia, 

0 heauenSjifi poflible a young maids wits 
Should be as morcall as a poore manslite! 

Ophe. They bore him barc-fac’d on the Beerc, Song. 

And in his graue i ain’d many a teare. 

Fare you well my Doue. 

,Laer, Hadd thou thy vvits,and did’ftperfy/ade reuenge 
It could not mooue thus. 

Ophe. You muftfing a downea downe. 

And you call him a downe a. Ohow thcwheelebecomes.it, 

It is the falle Steward that dole his Maifters daughter, 

Laer. This nothing’s more then matter. 

Ophe. There s Rofemary,that for remembrance,pray you Iouere, 
member, and there is Pancies,chat$ for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in, maducs,thoughtsand remembrance fitted. 
Ophe, I here s Fennill for you, and Colembines there’s Rewe for 
you,& heerc’s feme forme, we may call it herbe of Grace a Sondaies, 
you may wcare vour Rewe w-th a differcnce,there’s a Dafie, I would 
giue you feme Violets, but they witherd all when my Father dyed, 
they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy. 

Lear . Thought and afflidlions,paffion,hell it felfe 
She tunes to fauour and to prettincfle. 

Ophe, And will a not come againe, Song. 

And w ill a not come againe, 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bcci, 

He neuer will come againe. 

Hisbcard was as white as fnow, 

F axen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we cad away mone, 

f mercy on his foule,and all Chriftiansfoutes, 
food buy yous. 

Lear, Doe you this O God. 

Ki n g> Laertes,} mutt commune with yourgriefe, 

Oryou deney me right, goe but a part, 
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